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workfor severed other toed newspapers. 
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DEAR DICKHEADS 


Dear Dickheads, 

I must respond to the vicious 
and well informed attack I suffered 
from the pen of "K" which ap¬ 
peared in the correspondence of 
the January, 1994 issue od Utah's 
foremost printed forum of art and 
intelligence; vi Z.SLUG. 

My dear "K," first let me retract 
the threats of my previous letter 
which apparently frightened you; 
1 would hate to suffer any anguish 
of concern with my rectal health 
should I decide to attend a stirring 
rock-a-billy performance at Burts, 
just as I would hate for you or 
anyone else to be put into a similar 
quandry if they should wish to 
sample one of Bandaloops' rubber 
calzones. 

However, I am much disap¬ 
pointed with your misreading of 
both mine and Mr. Titus' letter. 
Perhaps you should take the 
gentleman from Red #5's sug¬ 
gested in his letter (1 paraphrase: 
have someone explain the defini¬ 
tion of sarcasm to you) and then re¬ 
read the letters from the copies of 
SL UG you no doubt have carefully 
stashed away for their Blue Bou¬ 
tique advertisement masturbation 
value, and then decide who's 
idea—Jon's or Audrey's—are more 
in accordance with your own. I am 
sincerely sorry this shit went over 
your head (just as Jon's remarks 
obviously did over the other writer 
who's letter appeared with yours), 
but perhaps having shit pass over 
your head is a position you are not 
totally unfamiliar with. 

Here are some suggested 
readings to help you with the con¬ 
cepts of humankind vs. nature, 
and sarcastic wit: Philosophy in the 
Bedroom , by the Marquis de Bade; 
The Hitch-hiker's Guide to the Gal¬ 
axy, by some British guy; and 
anything written by Helen Wolf 
(who is, by the way, the most tal¬ 
ented creature presently spread¬ 
ing ink this side of Uranus, or 
anyone else's). 

May The Men Of Crush have 
their way with you... 

Most Sincerely 

Audrey Smiley 

Dear Dickheads, 

A'm writen' ta Helen Wolf nt 
ya Dickheads. The Slug is hard ta 
find out ere in Granger. I haf ta go 
ta Salt Lake an git it sometimes. I 
don't care bout mos shit in it. A'm 


in love with Helen Wolf. This here's 
ma dream date wit Helen Wolf. 

We start da date at da Deltqr 
Lane's lounge wit a couple a 
pichers a beer. Jes ta git up a ap 
petite. Nex we head for da cafe an 
ma favorite meal, a meat pic 
smother'd wit country gravy wit 
hashbrowns and yer choice a 
vegtable. 

After supper we kin bowl a 
few lines, dis date is in a bowlin' 
alley after all. I alays carry a flask 
wit me so's we kin keep up da 
drinkin/ Yer gonna need ta be a lil 
wasted for da next part a our date. 
When yer tired a bowlin' Helen iss 
back ta da lounge and the Satur¬ 
day night wet T-shirt contest. Wear 
a thin one cause I wann see yer 
titties good when Ah squirt em wit 
ma water pistol. 

After some more drinkin' ta 
make sure yer good an lubricated, 
A', a gonna pour ya in ma truck an 
head for ma double-wide ritedown 
da street. A'm gonna take off yer 
clothes an give ya wha ya need da 
mos. A good comholin' till da cock 
crows. 

I luv ya Helen 
Alden Holloway 

WRITERS 
WANTED 
FOR SLUG! 

Politics 

Positively Queer 
Short Stories 
Concert Reviews 
Record Reviews 
Band Spotlights 
(local or National) 
Editorial Opinions 
Hate Mail 
Whatever you so 
desire... 

DICKHEADS § SLUG 
P.0. BOX 1061 
SALT LAKE CITY, UT 
84110-1061 
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SATURDAY, MARCH 19TH 
BONWOOD BOWL 


a benefit for 
Autonomy House Book 
Collective 


4-Person Teams - $12 Per Team 
Get Your Team together Nowl 
Everyone Welcome - Details Soon 



doors: 7:00pm tickets $8.00 
Tickets on sale Kaunch Records and Heavy IVletal Shop 


346 West 600 South information 521-3753 
all ages welcome - no alcohol 
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Son Of The Return of '93 

Reheated Leftovers and More! 

Since my January "piece" was 


actually written in November to 
meet some fictitious deadline, you 
(the royal leader), were deprived 
of my genius by a month or so. 
Besides, this rambling bullshit 
format is a lot easier to write when 
you're whacked on Vicks 44D and 
Schlitz—just ask Lany King. 

Frank Zappa died at 52 of 
cancer, causing the word "icono¬ 
clast" to be used (and mis-used) 
more than any other time in hack 
history. Will there be an over¬ 
blown tribute/photo-op like the 
one for Queen queen Freddie 
Mercury. Axl and Elton dueting 
on "Burnt Weenie Sandwich?" 
Extreme rockin' out "Dynamo 
Hum?" No, because cancer's not a 
"cool" disease, there's no cute rib- 
bonfor it, and only icky old people 
get it. 

Troubled loner Eddie Vedder 
got tanked and slapped around a 
waiter in New Orleans after he 
told EdVed how much his girl¬ 
friend digs that "Plush" tune. Fel¬ 
low millionaire and regular guy 
Jack McDowell of the White So* 
also got beaned in the brawl while 
Urge Overkill stood by, polishing 
their medallions—all hail the new 
Lizard King! 

Blind Melon lead hairball 
Shannon Hoon went onstage 
nekkid in Canada and pissed on 
the front row of adoring 
Melonheads (didn't Gallager do 
that before?). Prodigal of Smiles 
promise to top that with a nude 
band shit at a future gig. Club 
owners: Scotchguard now. 

Well-hung rock gods the 
Maggotheads played what was 
promised to be their farewell 
(geek) show. Yeah, right—put that 
promise on file right next to "the 
checks in the mail," "I won't come 
in you're mouth," and "The club 
only takes a small percentage of 
the door." 

MTV's L.A. edition of The 
Real World assembled the worst 
bunch of pathetic, whining losers 
since, well, the New York edition. 
Mote tip MTV: give us some REAL 
drama and pathos—tape the next 
ane at Stimboy's swingin' pad. 


The World Wrestling Fed¬ 
eration presents the pay-per-view 
event of a lunchtime: Jon "Anti¬ 
christ" Titus vs. Media Man — 
belts are on the line! Did anyone 
actually mail money for those 
Media Man essays? You did? 
Wanna buy some car stereo 
speakers, cheap? My boss ordered 
too many and we've gotta sell 'em 
off quick—they're over here in 
the trunk of my Impala. 

Colorado's best export. The 
Fluid, broke up. One of it's worst, 
Electric Mud, won't stay out of 
Utah. Do we really need AN¬ 
OTHER Dead/Little Feat rip-off 
(can't bathe or write an actual 
song, but can probably make a 
household item bong faster than 
McGyver). 

The December issue of Musi¬ 
cian Magazine detailed near fu¬ 
ture in which artists could distrib¬ 
ute their music directly to con¬ 
sumers through the Fiberoptic 
Superhighway Cyber whatever— 
you'de never have to deal with 
those teenage lobotomies at 
Soundoff again: Red Kros?? 1 
dunno...the old dude from 
Sanford & Son?" 

Note to my "Fan Club" in the 
Green Street kitchen: Get out and 
meet some nice girls. Do you like 
girls? You can't charge those 976 
numbers to your mom's Visa for¬ 
ever. 

Flew to Las Vegas on the 
SLUG corporate jet to catch Bar¬ 
bara Streisand's 2-nighter at the 
MGM Grand. For $6 Million a 
night, you'd think Babs would 
learn the lyrics, right? Oy, what a 
shiksa—teleprompters every¬ 
where! Even the between-song 
patter ("Thank You," "I'm so glad 
to be here," and "Are you ready to 
fuckin' rock Las Vegas?!") was 
scrolled on the screens. 

Very cool cover art by Cody 
on the January SLUG—why the 
hell was Rush limbaugh on the 
cover in December? Did I miss a 
staff meeting? 

Jurassic Krap: the Grateful 
Dead were last years top-gross¬ 
ing live(?) act. Conspiracy theory 
#75: there are two Deads—the 
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real, fat thing and a second group 
of cyborg doubles. As they criss¬ 
cross the country raking in twice 
the loot, the fans (being reality- 
impaired Deadheads) never even 
notice. 

Commonplace re-material¬ 
ized after a long absence with a 
new EP and a couple of actual live 
shows—about damn time. Mean¬ 
while, the new Doghouse release 
remains in corporate Limbo while 
. the band battles with their label. 
Vicious Ferret, over musical con¬ 
tent and hairstyles. Steve Albini 
was contacted to remix, but has 
yet to reply. 

Rockabilly rag Put Yer Cat 
Clothes On somehow managed 
tasqueeze out a second issue, this 
time with the Reverend Horton 
Heat (Does the phrase "Blowing 
your wad" ring a bell? Who's left 
now—Leather Tuscedaro?). The 
latest Waste of timber included 
this moronic statement by Junior 
"Nothing but wanna be grunge 
bands in Salt Lake." First, you've 
got to get outof Burt's moreoften; 
second, you've got some huevos 
accusing anyone of 
bandwagoning. Most of the 
people in the 'billy units come 
from theold underground and, in 
their yotinger too-cool punk days, 
would've laughed themselves 
stupid at this retro-schtik. Oh 
yeah, and keep Wheels and his 
damn "Rockabillity" out of here 
or I'm gonna start doing Trailer 
Park updates in FYCCO, got me? 

Don't call it a comeback (no, 
really, don't): Warrant at Club 
Renegade ($19), Quiet Riot at 
Rafters ($10), the Village People 
somewhere in Provo ($18), and 
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the Groove at Woolfs, (Free, and 
no bargain either). No punchline 
required. 

If you put a SXSW Show¬ 
down entry and rules form 
through my special Truth De¬ 
coder, it reads: "Here's the deal, 
suckers—we're gonna throw to¬ 
gether a pile of bands we never let 
play here (the Zephyr) and make 
'em play for free while they bring 
their buddies to buy our booze. 
Then we let one of our regular 
groups who make the club money 
'win.' Sign here, dirtbag." Not that 
the past two winners aren't good 
bands, but this line of thinking 
may get the Disco Drippers a '95 
trip to Austin—the horror, the 
horror... 

Went to the SLUG/Growin' 
Graphics bar-fight and a party 
almost broke out. What a shindig. 
House Of Cards took the stage 
something before dawn and 
ripped into a near-perfect rendi¬ 
tion of side 2 of "Double Live 
Gonzo"—go nuge, GO! By the 
way, Grindboy was right: SLUG 
just totally sold out, dude. You 
should see the way JR struts 
around his penthouse office suite 
in his floor-length pimp coat, 
flashing his jewelry and lighting 
cigars with $100 bills while he just 
pays his writers with old Sabba- 
thon shirts. Sometimes he likes to 
spit out of the window down on 
the mall-punks below and laugh 
an insane, power-mad laugh— 
that is, when he's not snorting 
Columbian off of some hooker's 
tits or playing "submarines" with 
Webster and McAuley Culkin. 

—Helen Wolf 
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AskanyWest Coast punk where 
the best musk is coming from, and 
they'll inevitably answer San Diego. 
Looming god-like over the rest of 
the "Beach-core" scene is Rocket 
From The Crypt, one of the most 
prolific vinyl-recording bands in the 
world. Group founder John Reis was 
kind enough to grant SLUG a tele- g* 
phone interview nearly a month I 
before the band's Feb. 17 show at « 
Gub DV8 (Downstairs). As always, I 
Helen Wolf was on hand to fetch * 
coffee. 

Rocket from the Crypt is: John & 
. ^peedo" Reis-vocals & guitar; Andy 
"N.D." Stamer-guitar; "Petey X"- 
bassguitar;Paul "Apollo" CYBeime- 
Saxaphone; Adam "Atom" Willard 
-drums. 

SLUG: Can I ask about "The Deal?" 
(thr band signed to Interscope 
Records last year) 

John: The only thing I want to talk 
about is just how things have gotten 
blown out of proportion. It's hard, 
maa I don't even want to go outside 
sometimes, because I go to some 
party aind there's some dipshit that I 
don't even know wanting to talk 
about "My Deal" or The Deal" It's 
like, fuck man, the person doesn't 
really care, they just want something 
to talk about. 

Interscope isa great label We're 
on that label because we saw every 
label in the world and they're the 
best. We were lucky enough to have 
labels to choose from. The amount 
of money we got is enough so that 
we can make kickass records and 
just go for it. 

SLUG: How much do you think the 
Nirvana and grunge "phenomenon" 
ted to that deal? 

John: It's hard to say, but it's really 
funny to see what these people think 
"grunge" is. The same thing hap¬ 
pened with punk. It happened with 
disco and now it's happening with 
grunge. It's just another way to sell 
records. I know that kind of think¬ 
ing is out there. It doesn't really 
sicken me, because I don't put a lot 
of time into distancing myself from 
it. 

SLUG: Sorry to keep dwelling on 
The Deal," but how does it affect 



terms OTIisterung, a /-inch has a 
certain advantage. You drop a 
needle, turn it all the way up and get 
a fast blast, a quick fix. I have no 
great resentment for corporations 
or record companies or anything, 
and I'm not trying to make any big 
statement about indie rock, it's ju9t 
that 7-inch records are so cool. 
SLUG: Or so punk? 

John: Maybe. But, what is punk these 
days? What is there for me to rebel 
against? I live a fairly normal life. I 
don't live in a crack neighborhood 
with a lot of homeless people. Not to 
say that stuff doesn't exist, but I 
Jiave a pretty good life for myself. If 
punk-rock means rebellion, I guess 
we might not be a punk rock band. 
SLUG: On the lighter side, how can 
you 9cream for so long on every 
song? 

John: Supposedly, when I was a 
baby, I was on the verge of dying. So 
the doctors would stick needles and 
tubes in my ears and nose all the 
time Naturally, I screamed a lot and 
I guess that's where I got my voice 
(laughs). 

SLUG: Well, however it happened, 
your voice and Apollo's sax are 
definitely my favorite Rocket Parts. 
What inspired you to get a 
saxaphone player? 

John: Paul's been a friend for a long 
time, but he didn't know how to 
play anything. For some reason I 
just caught on a saxaphone. I told 
him, "Buy oneandyou're intheband. 
He bought iy, and boom! He's got¬ 
ten great. It was a bleak picture 
without him. 

SLUG: Not to kiss ass, but music 
was bleak without you guys. Good 


you 7-inch recording career? 

John: Not at all. I'm not a vinyl 
purist. I'm not out there waving a 
flak for the cause of vinyl. But in 


Luck! 

John: Thanks. We'll need it. 


SALT LAKES OLDEST ESTABLISHED SHOE 


ASI TATTOO 



STERILE METHODS 
BRILLIANT COLORS Nf 
TEMPORARIES ~~ 
PRIVACY 
COVER-UPS 
COSMETICS 



/*\£> 




SALT LAKE • 1103 S. State • 531-8863 
OGDEN • 2443 Keisel Ave • 625-0233 



—Jeff Reptile 
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COMMONPLACE 

Speechless 

living Ground 

Commonplace has the incompa- 
able Lara Jones as lead vocalist. In my 
ipinion there is only one other female 
vocalist in this dty that can touch her 
alents and she is in the doghouse. 

On this new release from Com- 
nonplace the backing music continues 
o swirl around the vocals that make 
he band. The song ''Fragile" can only 
tfingjonesinto direct competition with 
Lazerus, her chief competitor in the 
salt Lake female vocalist sweepstakes. 

"Greenhands" is a song with the 
ntensity Commonplace would do well 
o explore further in their future re¬ 
cordings. The guitar work from either 
Scott Bringard and/or Colin Kelly al¬ 
ternates between the chiming sounds 
which Mitch Easter made famous from 
lis studio in Athens, Georgia and the 
strumming heard during the summer 
>f love in San Francisco. 

Commonplace demonstratesajoy 
Division fascination with their song, 
'Sonic That." The lyrics "She's in con¬ 
trol" are repeated numerous times and 
ret although the lyrics are lifted from 
oy Division's most famous song, "She's 
Lost Control," the background music 
s completely original. 

Side one of the tape is the electric 
dde with San Francisco, Joy Division, 
Docteau Twins and Athens, Georgia 
roots amply demonstrated. Side two is 
ill acoustic. Diversity is the staff of life 
ind die members of Commonplace are 
n touch with it. The second side is 
nore in tune with something praised 
n the pages of Acoustic Musician. 
Moving from the dark depression of 
ian Curtis to improv night at a coffee 
louse, the band shows off its un¬ 
plugged side. 

Side two is the best side. Closed 
ninds want to know. Why doesn't Jay 
roups and his staff at Acoustic Must- 
dan explore the other side of the Salt 
Lake Underground. "There is more to 
tthan the Eskelsens andMegan Peters. 


EXPLODING FRENCH 
Explose #1 

Explore #1 is packaged in an indi¬ 
vidualized wrapper. Each copy is dif¬ 
ferent, since each is done by hand. Band 
membership is open, anyone who 
wants to participate can. On this tape a 
total of 12 different people contrib¬ 
uted. 

This is true DIY andlo-fi.. Sebadoh 
and Pavement are obvious influences. 
Throw in the Residents, Red Krayola, 
Human Hands, MTV's Unplugged, 
and the improvisational music heard 
around the community camp fires at 
the annual Gathering of the Tribes. 
Imagine a drum circle in the parking 
lot of a Grateful Dead concert. If the 
circle admitted punk rockers with elec¬ 
tric guitars and amplifiers the result¬ 
ing music might sound something like 
this. 

Mixing is non-existent, the fidelity 
is horrible and the editing is amateur at 
best Portions of die tape are virtually 
unlistenable. Negative criticism ends 
here. The vast majority of the music 
presented stands as testimony to pure, 
uninhibited creativity. 

The tape opens with a sound bite 
recorded at Mt Bachelor Academy in 
1988. The words, "Why Jeremy, why 
Jeremy do you do such strange stuff?" 
perfectly sets the mood for the music 
that follows. The central portion of side 
one (especially three songs, "Crotch 
Walking," "All My Stuff" and 
"Words") is brilliant. Side two opens 
with "Big Cookies," followed by 
"Cram." Jason's loud guitar, Chris's 
hoarsely whispered vocals, Nate's 
keyboards, Jenny's piano, Rachel's 
percussion, Jeffs acoustic guitar, and 
Breanne's toy saxophone all contrib¬ 
ute to "Big Cookies." The song is 
haunting nonsense in an experimental 
vein. This lineup is the best of Explod¬ 
ing French's revolving personnel. 

The words "childlike vocals" are 
used to describe countless female sing¬ 
ers, Breanne's vocals on "Cram" are 
the epitome of childlike. How old is 


about seven. 

The tape contains a number of 
instrumentals. Along with the above 
songs die instrumentals are die best 
parts of die tape. When Exploding 
French gets to jamming more accom¬ 
plished musicians would have diffi¬ 
culty matching the groove they lay 
down. 

Of die two cover tunes, die Everl/s 
"When Will I Be Loved" is the best If 
Tom Petty dared record "Free Falling" 
in Exploding French fashion it would 
shutdown MTV's Unplugged for good. 
Chris is the major Exploding French 
vocalist. His voice easily matches the 
best from the folk years of the early 
'60s. If only this were '63 and Explod¬ 
ing French were playing in a Green¬ 
wich Village coffeehouse, John 
Hammond could sign them to a big 
contract with Columbia Records. 

byWa 

HARVEST 
Harvest 
Tooth Records 

Harvest is a band from the north¬ 
ern edge of our "pretty great state" 
with a definite Qzzy Ofeboume fixa¬ 
tion. This is their first tape and they are 
looking for some local support The 
"alternative nation" somehow passed 
these boys by up in Smithfield. They 
are looking for a stadium gig, or maybe 
just a one night stand at Rafters. They 
should forward a copy of this tape to 
J.C. McNeil with hopes for an opening 
slot at his next HM extravaganza at the 
Delta Center. 

"Sacred Cow" and "On Parade" 
are hair flinging metal with an unpaid 
debt to past Black Sabbath releases. 
"Diver" is one of the obligatory bal¬ 
lads. The fingers sliding up thefretsare 
mixed to maximize the ballad experi¬ 
ence. 

"Harvest" is another ballad with a 
teeth gritting quality that brings a vi¬ 
sion of flames and the torture of a 
never ending hell to mind. Ah yes, 
paganism and our true God, "Mother 
Earth." Play it for a fertility rituaL 

Take this for what it is, a throw¬ 
back to middle 70s metal. I enjoyed die 
the tape, and I've listened to it repeat¬ 
edly. I'll never make it as a music critic 
anyway, just ask Helen Wolf. Heavy 
metal fans, check out the local shit 

by Via 


MAYBERRY 

8 

Salt Flat Records 

On the opening song, "Shades On 
The Brick," Mayberry does die slow- 
grinding, murky thing. The throb is at 
the pace of a heart full of morphine. 
The vocals, by R. Ashley Workman, 
are in the now classic, mixed-to-the- 
rear fashion of the day. 

"8" is only a five-song Ep. 
Mayberry lightens up on next two 
songs, "Tube Sock" and "Dist." They 


may berry 


n 



which contains just enough tension and 
dissonance to eliminate boredom while 
matatainingpleasing-to-the-earhooto. 
Vocals are farther up in die mix and 
they aremorecoherentthan on 'Shades 
On The Brick." 

"Medicine Show" and "AntBee" 
speed things up. (Got to get 'em 
thrashin' to sell in this market) 
"AntBee" opens with a long instru¬ 
mental passage before Workman en¬ 
ters with his vocals. Justin Spences; 
drums, Spencer Jacobs, Guitar, Doug 
Wright, bass, and Workman all have a 
chance to display their talents on die 
song. 

The Ep has to be cheap and 
Mayberry is yet another local band 
that deserves attention when purchas¬ 
ing newmusic. Salt Lake City's current 
crop of local releases competes with 
anything out there. 

by We 


MISKREANT 
Walks Away 

Miskreant is a local band with a 
sound comparable to some of die pop 
oriented thrash coining out of San Di¬ 
ego or, dare I say it, Seattle. Cargo and 
C/Zdon'thavealip lode on thestyleas 
Miskreant demonstrates with their self- 
released eight song cassette. Rocket 
From the Crypt, The Treepeople, The 
Gits, Pop Sickle and Coffin Break ate 
just a few of the names that come im¬ 
mediately to mind Delve farther into 
the past to come up with the 
Meatpuppets, the Buzzcocks and The 
Undertones. 

None of the names actually de¬ 
scribes die sound because this band 
plays their own brand of pop. Pop 
music doesn't mean the homogenized 
shit at the top of the charts. The true 
definition of pop lies in themusteof die 
Beatles, die Dave Clark Five, die Beach 
Boys and Jan and Dean. Hooks, vocals 
and lyrics. Matt, the vocalist; has a 
voice made to sing pop songs. His fel¬ 
lows; Jodi, drums, Chad, guitar. Matt 
bass, and Ryan, guitar, provide the 
hooks and rhythm. 

The energy of the band is sure to 
have an audience slamming away in 
live performance. The lyrics address 
the common themes of life. Money, 
problems with the opposite sex and die 
helplessness felt by almost everyone at 
their inability to make a real difference 






LOCAL-RECORDS- 


"Payday" is the best song and it 
doses the tape. Overall this tapeis well 
word) die dollars received on payday 
than the majority of tides on display at 
the local shop, 
by We 

PLUG 

Outlet Of Hate 
Plug Core Records 

This band wants everyone to be 
positive of their direction. The title says 
it all. Just in case you didn't get the 
message the words, "Salt Lake 
Hardcore," areprinted below the band 
picture on the inner cassette sleeve. 

Heavy on the bass, played by Mike, 
with the slap shots coming from Erik 
on drums, this tape veers into thrash 
metal territory with Jeffs stadium gui¬ 
tar licks in tempting die buzz saws 
Intermitendy. 

Jimmy on vocals hoarsly shouts 
out his thought poems to complete the 
line-up. Plug is pissed off about life 
itself. Their song themes include; lying 
for social acceptance and monetary 
gain, the fladd rage of couch potatoes, 
die selective lawenforcement exercised 
by the men in with badges and revolv¬ 
ing lights on their cars, the ineffective 
and twisted public schools, drinking to 
end emotional pain and nedssity to 
compromise individual ethics and 
values to gain the "American Dream." 

The song "Inquiry" strikes a spe¬ 
cial chord in my heart because of a 
recent visit with the principal of a local 
middle school. Direct questions are 
avoided or addressed by changing the 
subject Non-conformists are not ac¬ 
cepted in the public schools. If they 
have the cultural background to 
adiieve high scores on standardized 
tests they are coddled, otherwise they 
are left struggle until they drop out or 
find possible salvation in an alterna¬ 
tive school. 

Qiched as hell. Plug never-the - 
lesshave recorded an excellent example 
of die genre that compares with any¬ 
thing else I've heard from more promi¬ 
nent nationally distributed bands. It is 
only a demo, I hope they can come up 
with the bucks to release a full-length 
on aluminum and plastic. 

by Wa 

SEASON OF THE SPRING 
Running Records 

Before placing the CD in the player 
die cover graphics deserve a mention. 
The cover is a nicely done duotone of 
photographed metal art. The CD book¬ 
let includes all the lyrics and three more 
art photographs. Even if the music on 
the CD is shit, the work on the booklet 
is worth a few congratulations. 

This CD is a recording by obvi¬ 
ously accomplished musicians. Tech¬ 
nical proficiency on their instruments 
is demonstrated throughout. The style 



is closer to heavy metal than to the 
"alternative nation." I have to admit 
that the first several times through die 
album I hated the damn thing. 1 didn't 
want to listen taitagain, let alone write 
about it After some thought the CD 
founditself onceagain in the disc player 
for another chance. 

The album has the feel of the 
Caroline label - say Springhouse or 
Walt Mink. Bands doing their time in 
the farm league; if they sell they can 
jump to the "Big Show" as the Smash¬ 
ing Pumpkins did this past year. 

Season Of The Spring recorded 
this in May of '93 and "Spring," the 
album's opening song, is a statement 
of the new beginnings springtime so 
often bring?. The entile album has a 
feeling of spring and early summer. 
The lyrics are filled with memories and 
a feeling of starting fresh. 

Band members names are listed 
without creditsSince I live in a closet I 
haven't seen them live. Terrance D.H. 
is without a doubt the vocalist He is 
best known for his previous work with 
the Bad Yodelers and The Stench. His 
voice and phrasing have a pierdng 
quality. Season Of The Spring wants 
their words heard and understood. His 
vocals are backed by a combination of 
dark and light from his bandmates. In 
Utah spring can change from sunlight 
and warmth to freezing rain or snow in 
a heartbeat. Season Of The Spring has 
somehowcaptured the feeling of a Utah 
spring on aluminum and plastic I still 
find thealbum somewhat uneven. Give 
these guys credit for inciting spring 
fever in the middle of a weird winter. 

by Wa 

VOODOO SWING 

We're Usin' Code Nantes 
Cool Cat Productions 

Voodoo Swing is the first of Salt 
Lake City's rockabilly bands to release 
a CD. The amazing thing about the CD 
is the way this local band has captured 
an authentic rockabilly sound. If there 
were a school of rockabilly Voodoo 
Swing would be well on their way to 
earning Phd's. 


Continued On Pag* 23 
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| We were adventurers, lost 

; souls surfing the waves of sorrow 
[ in search of truth and knowledge. 
■••• What brought us here, to this point 
■- on no man's map, can only be un- 
{ derstood in some twisted, I Ching 
| destiny kind of way where the 
j Gods of the Winds and the Guard- 
| ians of Fortune saw fit to place us. 
< And so we had arrived. 

\ When Columbus blundered 


onto the strange soils of the distant 
shores in the Americas, dark, hid¬ 
den eyes watched the bizarre 
people with the pale faces and large 
canoes. I know how the Spaniards 
felt. We were in a jungle of smoke, 
sound, gleaming metal and a 
vomitus explosion of lights. And 
our strange soil stuck to the soles 
of our shoes with a gummy deter¬ 
mination. Oh, the natives were 
restless tonight. 

From our position we could 
safely observe from a distance all 
the queer rituals, dances and mat¬ 
ing calls. From our position we 
could safely observe without be¬ 
ing observed. From our position 
we felt safe. 
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life beams through the fog. Sen¬ 
sory depravation and overload. 
Flesh and brass, polish and life, 
sweat and tears. Brass sex and 
pussy flesh. We were complete 
idiotsamongstthedead. How were 
we to know what really lie behind 
television? 

Death is a familiar face here, 
so too is sex. But sex is what this 
place is all about. Sex is on sale 
here, every night, all night and 
every day of the week. 24-7. Beau¬ 
tiful women, black loins, flesh in 
spandex, sweet sweat behind 
polyester. What is itabout the color 
white? Virgin on hopeful virgin? 
You want sex? Watch it move 
across unbound dimensions, slid¬ 
ing across polished metal. Watch 
it breath fog across your face, feel 
it. Fog and smoke to forget. Look 
at her and forget. You want sex? 
I'll give it to you on well trained 
three-inch heels. Women who 
know how to walk and talk. Warm 
slick cum, sliding down greased 
aluminum and light reflects truth 
and lies. 

Snakes and music weave 
through my brain, trail through 
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my ears. The music reflects the 
dancers' persona and Nazareth is 
croaking out "Please don't Judas 
me..." And I wonder; who really 
has control? In the end, which one 
of us,man or woman really has the 
power? 

I mean this is after all a man's 
world, is it not? And men are the 
centers of power everywhere on 
this planet. History is all about 
men; it is men who conquer, men 
who build and men who destroy. 
But whatabout women? Wheredo 
they end up? 

Statistics tell us that women 
outlive men by about three to one. 
But it's not to women that the 
bumper sticker "He who dies with 
the most toys wins" appeals to. No 
indeed. Everyone I asked though, 
all came to the same conclusion: 
women. In the end, they all agreed, 
it was women who had the power. 
It was women who called the shots. 
It was women who ultimately got 
what they wanted, and they got it 
from men. But I wonder. 

Everyone with whom I spoke 
equated power with sex. Women 
had it and men wanted it. At least 
that's the way they saw it. This 
was, after all a strip bar, but were 
they right? Did sex come to mean 
power? Then why the weird role 
reversals? Why beautiful young 
women with older, wealthy and 
powerful men? If the people whom 
I interviewed were correct, then 
those women, the ones with the 
older men, their reason for being 
there is to gain the power that they 
needed. Sexual vampires if you 
will. Just being with the men is 
power. Being that near to power 
you can feed off of it, make it yours, 
do with it what you will. Woman 
as creator and woman as manipu¬ 
lator. Or, perhaps by their being 
there, they are simply lending their 
power to that of the ineffectual 
man's. Or, perhaps they are there 
because that's the way they feel 
that they assert their power. 

Beautiful women wish to be 
beautiful, they long to remain so 
for the rest of their livesand never 
age, because doing so would mean 
loss of power. It is for the beautiful 
women that men engage in a 
Darwinian struggle to win. It is the 
most beautiful woman who hangs 
from the arms of the powerful men. 
Witness Donald Trump and 
Malcolm Forbes (that Malcolm had 


a secret lusting for young Am 
boys will be ignored for the pu 
pose of this article). This is powc 
To be desirable sought after t 
wealthy, powerful men, and t 
able to decide, to pick and choot 
which one to grace to the chagri 
of others, that's power. Womc 
have figured out how to live an 
gain power in this supposed mai 
dominated society. And men, i 
return, get to prove to everyor 
that they are indeed wealthy an 
powerful, for just look at tli 
woman that they have at their e 
bow. She's the most beautiful an 
therefore he got her because he 
the most powerful. Simply, isn 
it? 

But women get older, the 
begin to loose power, it ebbs awa 
from them and the newer, youngi 
girls replace them, make the ma 
feel young again by making hii 
recall his youthful days when li 
couldn't win these hot^youn 
things because they were alwaj 
looking to die older, wealthier me 
who could give them the thing 
that they needed andwhoinretur 
would shower the woman in ad< 
ration and praise, serving only t 
make the woman more powerfu 

But what about supposed! 
all-powerful man? Where does h 
fit in? How did this get to be hi 
world if he is not in ultimate coi 
tool? What if there wereno womer 
Would there still be armies, arme 
conflict? Or would man be draw 
closer, tighter without the coagt 
lant woman around to get in th 
way? 

Jeez, I don't know. I wish flu 
I did, because this of course at 
counts in no way for homosexual 
and their feelings toward one ai 
other and the opposite sex. Jui 
another component in the equi 
tion. I suppose that if I had tfe 
answers, I might not be wherelai 
today, and instead would ha\ 
some asinine hour-lengt 
infomercial with such luminal 
guestsasGeraldo,SallyandC)pra3 
all equal to the insipid task at han 
of selling to you my hard-wo 
way s to true love and romance, tli 
complete kit, including the lift 
like doll of your gender choice, a 
fortheone-timeonlylow,lowpri( 
of.. .Yeah, why not? $69.69! 

In the interim though, tli 
waitress has come around and it 
time to order another pitche 
Happy, Happy, joy, joy! 

—Chris Salisbut 
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SANDMAN 

Written by Neil Gaiman 
Illustrated by Marc Kempel 

Published by DC Comics 

Anyone with the slightest acquain¬ 
tance with contemporary comic books is 
probably acquainted with the phenom¬ 
enon surrounding Nefi Gaiman's SAND¬ 
MAN myths. 

Simply put, SANDMAN concerns a 
sort of pantheon of timeless creatures 
tenned "the Endless/' Ihesebefrigpstand 
abovemankind and hddasortofdomin- 
ion over theaffairsofhumanity / andrange 
from Delirium to Death (the most popu¬ 
lar character of the group in an eerie, 
mastmbatory "fan boy" kind of way) to 
Dream (or Morpheus, the master of thp 
realm of dreams and the so-called tide 
character). 

As the latest issue (#57) begins, the 
! readerisinvitedtoascenefeaturingmod- 
envday interpretations of die mythical 
: Ifctes,as the existenceofamortal is woven. 

: ThetalethenfocusesmosdyonLylaHall 
! (a former super-heroine known as die 
Fury and die widow of a super-hero 
i named, coincidentally, theSandman)and 
her son, Daniel. 

It seems that Mrs. Hall is having 
; someangstassociated with beingasingle 
| parent, ranging from boredom to zealous 
\ overprotectiveness (including an over¬ 
done scene in which Lyta nearly attacks a 
, good-natured elderiy transient for scar- 
| ing Daniel Lyta finally consents to have 
; diimer with Eric Needham, who wants to 
j offer her a job (with an apparent ulterior 
motive). Lyta can't get over a nagging 
; suspicion that something is wrong at 
j home, though, and oonvinces Needham 
\ to drive her home, only to discover that 
[Daniel is gone. 

All of this serves to illustrate writer 
| Neil Gaiman's short comings as an au¬ 



thor: Scenes are entirely overwrought 
and melodramatic; as well as stagy. In a 
nutshell, despite die literary pretensions 
and devices Gaiman employs (including 
foreshadowing and irony, both wielded 
like sledgehammers), the story is dumsy 
and largely uncompelling. 

This is most obvious in he very set¬ 
ting for the series. Gaiman has created 
extremely interesting characters in die 
Endless and their minions, but appears 
dueiess about what to do with hem. A 
middle interlude in die issue, featuring 
the raven Mathew visiting Morpheus' 
castle in search of his master (who is 
crafting anotherversion of dienightmare 
known as the Corinthian: a well-built 
Caucasian of man with teeth for eyes with 
a reputation for serial murder) appar- 
endysets thescenefor futureeventsin this 
storyline (dubbed THE KINDLY ONES), 
but the entire sequence is forced and ex¬ 
pository. 

Even worse, however, is he charac¬ 
ter. of Eric Needham, an executive con¬ 
cerned with himself and insensitive to 
cetera Needham is depicted as African- 
American for nootiver reason apparently, 
than to be "different" Nothing would be 
added or subtracted to Needham's char¬ 
acter by makinghimI-fipanic;Caucasion, 
Native American, or even a woman. This 
kindofnondescript / 'pchticaloorrectnes8 // 
in character assignment chafes at good 
characterization. 

Luridly, the art manages to salvage 
someof the work, hanks to depicter Marc 
Hempel (best known for his work as 
writer-artist on die Gregory series). Each 
character manages to achieve some dis¬ 
tinction thanks to Hempel's skill (and the 
expresaveness of wait Daniel Hall is par¬ 
ticularly notable). Hempel is less con¬ 
cerned with designing innovative panel 
shapes and concentrates instead on simple 
straight panel-to-panel flow andstark im¬ 
agery. In a few words. Hempel is mas¬ 
terful. 


In addition, the package Is nicely 
topped with a piece by comics genius 
Dave McKean (whose Gages should be 
on anybody's reading list). It's a shame 
such nice art is sabotaged by Gaiman. 

YourhumHeaitice)q?ects to be lam¬ 
basted for basing his review on the first 
issueofdusstoryHneand for being imduly 
harsh on writer Gaiman. In answer to the 
firstcxmpiafolother storylines were read 
before this review was conceived, so the 
pattern to Gaiman's shortcomings was 
derived with some authority. One sup¬ 
poses that the second criticism is better 
foundectandyetduetoGaiman'sreputa- 
tion, one expects better dian this. 

So take this review or leave it Butin 
this critic/s eyes, SANDMAN is worth 
pickingupfbrdieprettypictures,biitlitt3e 
else, (color, $1.95) Grade: C 

SIN CITY: A DAME 
TO KILL FOR 

Written and illustrated by 
Frank Miller 

Published by Dark Horse Comics/ 
Legend 

Those who follow this column regu¬ 
larly (are here any of you?) willnoteyour 
reviewer's admiration for creator Frank 
Miller but disappointment with Miller's 
Sm City graphic novel 

That saidr I had some trepidation in 
approaching Miller's Sin City: A Dame to 
Kfl/For,anew6-issuernini-9eriessetinthe 
same fictitius city and featuring several of 
he same characters (in diminished roles). 
After reading the first two issues, my 
appresiation for Miller is undimmed, but 
my enthusiasm for Sin City is scarcely 
larger. 

AD^toKHForcentersonDwight 
a photographer paid to take incriminat¬ 
ing photos for various agencies. Into 
Dwight'sfife wanders Ava, he great love 
of his fife, now married to Damien Lord 
It seems that Ava still exercises power 
over Dwight especially when she reveals 


that her fife is in danger. 

In the second issue, Dwigfrtpursua 
Ava to he Lord estate, and is caughttofo 
act as he watches Ava bathing. Dwigfitfa 
beaten by Lord's bodygaurds, inducting 
themonumentalMamite>butis surprised 
to find Ava there upon returning to hfe 
apartment After a night's shared inti¬ 
macy, Manute discovers the two and 
Dwight is thrown through a window... 

The description of die story 90uncb 
simple and it is. Yet Milter has the knad 
of turning this noiresque melodrama intc 
somethingmore. Theeharacter aar e p rett) 
stock, from the "strong" hero Dw^httc 
die beautiful, manipulative Ava to die 
akx>fandsiq>eriorI^rdarKidieinqxMin^ 
Manute. Milter manages to shake them 
more appealing and human, however, 
through cfich&d but innovative dialogue 
A fine example occurs on pages 19-20 in 
which Ava implores: "..J must have you 
first Tonight Now, tonight and never 
again. If you can't love me—hate me. 11 
you can't forgive me—punish me * 
Dwight responds with an "okay" and a 
backhand to the chops, from which the 
two proceed tomake love. It sounds aw 
ful but translated totiie comic art fomvH 
achieves a kink of power. 

Key to all this is Miller's evocative; 
diaiorscuro art style, with very gaunt 
Hacks and whites. These characters five 
inagauntworld of good andevil which is 
abettedby the shadowy imagery, consist¬ 
ing of numerous one-page illustrations 
Mffler has chosen to follow ncir cinema 
style and excels at it 

That said, thisisstill amixedrevtew 
The big problem, I suppose is dial the 
storyreanyisn'tdiatinnovativelhemeril 
to Sm City: A Dame To K31 For is that the 
strory is so effectively expressed. Mflterk 
aoonsummatepfof^(»^sMi!itewoili 
has tobeadmired. (B&W,$2.95)Grade: B 

ADDITIONAL W 
RECOMMENDATIONS: 

The latest issues of Bone (#11), Hate 
(#14), GrmdalTale»("FourDeveite,On€ 
Hell" #5), Palestine (#5), and Staidhild 
(#4) are all impressive in different ways. 

Frank Miller and John Romita, Jr's 
re-telling of die origin of Marvel's Dare 
devil wraps up in Dark Horse Pre¬ 
sents#^. 

But I guess the real "gems of the 
month" are From Hell Volume Three 
(AltenMcxre and and Eddte Campbell's 
Actionized account of the Whitechapel 
"Jack die Ripper" murders) and Hectic 
PUnet#6(dienewestinstaDmentofEvan 
Dakin's space opera Iformeriy Pirate 
Corp$l). These two comics, in different 
ways, enunciate die strength of die com¬ 
ics artform, managing to balanoe betiev- 
abtecharadEm,compelfingrituation^and 
powerful illustrations. 

And, of course, I'm recommending 
Cerebus#78. If you haven't caught on to 
thefoctdiatl'menamoredwitiithdcomip 
you haven't been reading this cofiimr 
very closely. 



—Scott Via 
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NEWS&VIEWS 

PROM THE SLUG HEADQUARTERS 


THINGS MUST 
BE GREAT IN 
ZION 

Ya know, for five years now I 
lavebeen shoveling thisshitrag out 
o you folks, and to my surprise 
also) it is still around. I am that 
mnoyingguy in high school you felt 
xmy for so you gave him 50 cents 
for lunch and now he won't leave 
you alone. I started doing this so 1 
could afford to advertise stuff and 
nowits likea fuckin' monkey onmy 
back. See 1 have to keep doing it to 
pay for my aristocratic lifestyle (and 
according tq some, my nasty drug 
addiction).Idon'tknowwhatistrue 
any more, I lost touch with reality in 
'88 when somebody told me disco 
wasn't cool anymore ... now look 
what's happened. I fuckin' told you. 

To get back to my point I never 
started making, I have heard way 
too many times "Hey man, I don't 
like what your magazine has to 
say!!!" Since nine out of ten times I 
heard this, I was in a bar half looped 
1 just gave them a confused and 
walked away. There for a while I 
even got defensive and said "ldidn"t 
write that crap, I don't know any¬ 
thing about it." Then there was the 
phase where if I was thinking clearly 
I would politely say "well, if you 
don't like it, fix it, write a letter, or 
better yet write your own column." 
To which many would say "I will." 
Yeah right! Never happened, never 
will! So, now I have just learned to 
say two words, "ShutTheFuckUp." 
Hell, if you don't like it don't read 
it—I don't. 

Now to my second point. I can't 
believe what a bunch of apathetic 
fuckers this state has produced. Ex¬ 
cept for a handful of go getters like 
the Food Not Bombs crowd, (sorry 
to pigeon hole you guys but I don't 
keep up) 1 don't see many other 
people really accomplishing too 
much. You don't know how many 
charity organizations I have gone to 
and said "Hey, I have this little 
magazine and I would be glad todo 
what I can to help." Then there is 
that dead silence like I told them 
they owed memoney. Wehavedone 
Sabbathon for five years and for five 
years no one from the Aids foun¬ 
dation has even shown up to get 


their money. Next year we're all 
goin' to Vegas for the weekend. 
Actually the Red Cross did send me 
an ad and if I can find it I'll run it, free 
of charge. 

What I was trying to say is that 
SLUG was set up as sort of a public 
forum for writers and advertisers to 
get their message across as cheaply 
as possible. We have a laige handful 
of advertisers who are supportive of 
what we are doing and they are 
quite lenient with the content of the 
written material. In feet, it is the 
advertisers I usually have to tone 
down as for as written content. So 
now, this month we have a 28 page 
paper with enough writing for a 12 
pagepaper. Good workyou creative 
writing losers. 

I would guess that all of the 
writers areholdingoutforthatphone 
call from Rolling Stone or Geriatrics 
weekly. I can't complain too much, 
the writers who have written for 
SLUG have been way cool about 
what they do. It just surprises me 
that things are soooo good with our 
government and the way society 
treats gays, minorities and freaks. 
We are so lucky here. Are you fol- 
lowingor dolneed tohaveGrindboy 
explain it to you? 

Iguess Ioweyouallan apology, 
Wehavebeen screaming about how 
great the "alternative" side of life 
was that the general publicbought it 
and are now trying to sell it back to 
us. I can't complain, you can walk 
into SoundOff or Pegasus and buy 
good music. My girlfriend just got a 
job at a national chain department 
store and they said they didn't mind 
her nose being pierced... go figure! 
Well I don't know. It hasn't changed 
my taste or the quality of music, 
comics, tattoos, books, magazines, 
movies, or just about anything. It 
has just become more competitive. 

Salt Lake is still a great place to 
live, everything is still available if 
you know where to find it. I still say 
we have more talent than we know 
what todo with. If you don't believe 
me, get out once in a while and 
check out some of the great bands. 
Check out the local section at almost 
any record storeyou'llbe surprised. 
Hell, like I said, if you don't like it 
you can always move ... You'll be 
back. 

—JR Ruppel 
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The hardest parf.Trying to 
find out the hardest part... 
And why do you want fo 
know? 

There should be a good 
reason besides any one I 
can think of. 

One of me is small & the 
other is right in front of me. 
But we are both staring at 
the wall. And we look very 
strong 

And we look very smart. 

But we look too long. We 
took too 

much time.We try so hard 
to reason it out,to heal it 
up. 

To make that fine line cross 
in the middle. Somewhere 
we may 

never find. Right where the 
heart is. Where we think it 
should be. In the middle of 
the desert. In the middle of 
the night. 

We search for the lover's 
kiss, to hold us tight. 

And still if I wander awa™ 
from it at all, it stays here in 
the 

back of my mind. Like a 
walk in the park, covered 
in snow, 

many years ago. Like the 
dust and the heat walking 
the long 

way home. Because we 
had to swing. And as we 
walked away,: 
the sound of that squeaky 
chain haunts me even 
now. 

It cries ouf' I am the one 
thing you shall never 
torgef 
And I don't. 

But I smile as I think of it. 

For I know it is not the 
rememberance that I hold 
so dear, 

but the sound of my shoe 
making the perfect print, 

As I walked on by. 
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MORMON UPImii 


Ah Brothers and Sisters, it’s good 
to be back. It never ceases to amaze me , 
how quickly one learns that there is 
never a reason to leave our blessed 
valley in search for truth. Everything 
you need to find happiness is right here 
in Zion. 

For the past few months, I made 
my “pilgrimage” to Mecca. I was 
shocked and offended to realize that all 
of those Muslims were trying to tell me 
(Uncle Ezra) that we all worship the 
same God. All I could tell those robed 
weirdos is “Get thee behind me Satan! ” 
Never before have I come across a 
more lascivious gathering of heathen 
savages. All differentraces and income 
classes together trying to find eternal 
bliss huddled around a big slabof rock. 
Blasphemy. 

Let me tell you a little something 
that Muslims believe. They claim that 
the Angel Gabriel recited verbatem 
God’s word to Muhammed. Give me a 
personal break! Uncle Ezra has one 
word for you Muhammed. MORONI! 
It seems every “religion” has some 
angel reciting God’s word to them. At 
least we can prove it Joseph Smith had 
to prove his faith with the Urim and 
Thumin. Why didn’t the Angel Gabriel 


just give Muhammed a miniature tape 
recorder? 

Muslims also believe that all 
people are created equal. That’s about 
the most preposterous thing I’ve ever 
heard! They claim that and then they 
say a man can have 4 wives. Does that 
ring a bell? Why limit it to 4 if you’re 
going to allow it At least we Saints 
were politically correct enough to end 
polygamy when it wasn’t financially 
feasible any more. 

According to Muhammed (or was 
it God), men and women are separate 
but equal because of separate natures. 
I’ll say separate! If I were telling you 
about our beliefs. I’d go into separate 
natures. Separate. What a nice word. 

The only thing those heathens be¬ 
lieve in that Uncle Ezra agrees with is 
that there is to be no separation of 
Church and State. I’m still working on 
that for our lovely little beehive right 
now. As I’m sure you’re aware of, 
we’re almost there now. 

I will say one thing I like about 
that militant bunch of nomads. That 
Mecca National Park idea was a real 
doosie of an idea. They went wrong 
when they didn’t capitalize on it Let 
me scratch your ear with an idea I’ve 


been cooking up. EZRALAND! Imag¬ 
ine taking your lovely wife and angelic 
kids on a pilgrimage to Ezraland. The 
opportunity to further your spirituality 
and chances for eternal grace while the 
Church makes some additional money 
for our Lord! For the small fee of SI 750 
plus tax, your immediate family (up to 
18 members) can spend 3 days and 2 
nights on some untamed land I’ve ac¬ 
quired in Southern Utah. That’s right 
Indian country. 

All you need to bring is your own 
food and tents, and I’ll supply the dirt 
floor and rock wall so you can slip your 
little prayers on paper to your favorite 
local patron saint Uncle Ezra. Not only 
will you experience real spirituality, but 
you can camp in the same area as other 
members of your financial class. Plus, 
it’s tax deductible! For reservations, 
just call 1-976-CALL EZRA. Only 
$2.95 per minute. 

So just remember. Anyone that 
knows anything will tell you that if you 
want spiritual ecstasy, don’t go parad¬ 
ing into some hostile country where, 
chances are, you will be taken hostage. 
Just put your faith in the Lord and 
Uncle Ezra (not necessarily in that or¬ 
der). I’ll steer you in the right direction. 

Until next month my children 
Uncle Ezra 


DID YOU KNOW YOU 
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COSMIC VOODOO 

PIUS LOCAL GUESTS 



Friday, February 25 

BAR & GRILL 

60 East 800 South • $33*0340 

A Private dbb For Mowbors 

Music Starts 0 9 x 00 • Covur lost S Bonos 


Coming March 8th 
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The Reverend Horton Heat 

with Special Guests Rat Duo Jets 

CLUBDV8- A Private Club For Members 

WATCH FOR D IT AILS 


Coming March 25-26 


BAR & ©RIIX watch hr details 


ROCKABILLY HOTLINE 

468-6235 


PSYCHO CORNER 


THE N.O.W.! 
WHAT'S YO 
FUCKIN' PROB¬ 
LEM? 

Generally we try not to pick 
on groups of helpless people with 
severe mental disorders...but just 
this once we have to overstep our 
bounds. The National Organiza¬ 
tion of Women!! Sounds pretty 
presumptuous don't it? Are all 
women in the world automati¬ 
cally members of this nitwit crew 
just because they're born without 
balls? Is this some divine right, 
or if I showed up in my pumps 
and sequin gown could I get in 
too? For a group that harps on 
equity they seem pretty biased 
when it comes to the male gender. 
Look at their spoke sperson . K.D. 
Lang, country music star, Lyle 
Lovett look-a-like. She gets rich 
off farmin' folk (/know cow¬ 
boys) and she turns around and 
says "Don't eat meat, it's cruel"— 
fuck her. We'll stop eating meat 
when she stops eating pussy! 

And what of our President, 
Hillary Clinton and her PMRC 
side-kick Tipper Gore? These 
women are in more need of a 
good hard fuckin' than any 
woman alive. If I had to wake up 
next to either of these cows. I'd 
put a bullet in my head. At least 
I wouldn't have to be served de¬ 
caf latte's with skim milk. Besides, 
if I want to listen to a bunch of 
screaming women. I'll put on my 
En Vogue CD and masturbate. 
Now there's an organization of 
real women! I'd drag my dick 
through a mile of glass... There 
are plenty of real women scam¬ 



pering around the U.S. who lov< 
men for what we are—but 
scratchin' hairy black love gods 

They want equality? Men 
tennis is five sets, women's ten 
nis is three. And when you driv 
by roadworkers on the freeway 
why is the woman is always th< 
one holding upthat fucking sign 
The men are working there asse 
off getting shit lone whil< 
DeeDee C. fucks us out of a yea 
of baseball. At least you couk 
change the name. How about th< 
N.O.F.W.B.U.M.O.? "The Na 
tional Organization of Whininj 
Bitches Urgently Missing Or 
gasms" 

The only thing worse than i 
male chauvanist is a bitch tha 
won't do what she's told! Giv 
me a real woman like Julia Louis 
Dreyfuss, Kate Bush, Johnetti 
Napolitano, Jayne Mansfield o 
Prince. But, get these attentioi 
starved fat-assed anti-man shm] 
pigs off my TV! Last time 
checked it was still a freecountr 
so if you don't like this malt 
dominated society, move tj 
Zimbabwe. See how you ge 
treated there. But until you figub 
it out... Shut The Fuck Up! Kis 
my ass, go buy yourself a dres 
and see if you can reel in a rea 
man. You'll know when you fim 
one by the sweat on his balls. 

Till Next Monti 
/.T. & The Fat Ma\ 


MAYBERRY 
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available wherever local 
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you might 
get your 
sticker for 

available. 1 na^irG| free. 

And If you (Then maybe well 

ask teal Nice, t 1 ””’**' 

Sunday, February 6th ..Zephyr Band Jam Comp. 

Fri & Sat, February 18th & 19th... .The Holy Cow 

Tuesday, February 22nd....:. The Bar & Grill 

Thursday, February 24th.*. The Cinema Bar 

Fri & Sat, February25 26th. Grey Moose w/The Obvious 

All of these hap-nin’ nightspots are private clubs for members 
with all those lame private club laws that apply 
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MEDIAMAN! 


ALL TRASH 
BLIGHT AND 
LITTERFUL 

We need to narrow the focus 
of our discussion on litter. In¬ 
cluded will be trash/ garbage, 
solid waste, junk, rubbish, debris, 
clutter, refuse, rubble, and Re¬ 
publican politics. 

Excluded will be; 

—Kitty litter. C'mon, this is a 
humor column. Get serious. 

— Nuclear radiation. The 
Constitution guarantees your 
right to keep atom bombs for self 
defense and hunting. When the 
bomb is outlawed, only outlaws 
will have the bomb. 

— Air pollution. Americans 
have the right to own all the TV 
sets they can stand and to watch 
anything anybody cares to 
broadcast. This includes Hogans 
Heroes reruns and Geraldo. 

— Noise pollution. Like 
heavy metal music, like that song 
by Kalvin and the Kreeps "I Got 
live Heartburn For You Baby 
and Only Your Sweet Kisses Can 
Put Out Da Fire, awright, 
gitdown, hab moicy, shangaling, 
dowap-a-shimmy, shimmy..." 
Sorry. I got carried away. 

— Anyway, we must do 
something about this litter prob¬ 
lem. Everybody does it and it's 
getting to be a pain in the oT 
sittee. It must stop. 

Our highways are lined with 
tons of bottles, cans, cigarette 
butts, "oops" tire retreads, "oops" 
baby diapers, alleged hamburger 
wrappers, binkies (go ask your 
Mom), old Gaxy Hart campaign 
posters, 20mm cannon shells, 
cruise missiles, dead rabbits, 
suitcases full of drug money, Pete 
Rose bubblegum cards, burned 
out tennis shoes, burned out 
hippies and empty promises. 

(Editor's note: Brand names 
were not used in this list for fear 
the people who make the trash 
you throw out your car window 
would sue us for making them 
look bad.) 

And my desk could use some 
spring cleaning with dynamite 
too. 

It must stop. 


Suggested remedies: 

—When you see someone lit¬ 
tering, kill them. 

—Rioters should be required 
by law to clean up after them¬ 
selves. 

— When you finish reading 
this newspaper, eat it. 

—Airlines should be required 
to put stickers on jet engines say¬ 
ing something like, "if found, 
please return to TW(deleted)." 

— How about edible wrap¬ 
pers and bottles? Somebody once 
did an experiment with rats where 
group A was fed Sugar Com 
(deleted)s and group B was fed 
the box. The group B rats got 
higher SAT scores than the 
Stanford freshman class of '91 
while group A rats couldn't find 
their tails. 

— Send all our trash to 
Bangladesh. Or Bolivia. Or Boun¬ 
tiful. The Third World country 
folk want to be like Americans. 
Imagine the pride in Jose's face 
when he shows neighbor Juan the 
wrapper from his very own 
Mc(deleted) burger. 

— Give the flight against lit¬ 
ter the moral imperative of war. 
Let President Bill (deleted) do it. 
That'll get the job done lickety- 
split. 

— If we can link fighting lit¬ 
ter to Economic Development, 
vast fortunes can be made over¬ 
night. And some of that money 
could be used to fight litter, too. 

Of course, for National Secu¬ 
rity reasons, the military would 
be exempt from these require¬ 
ments. After all, a sonic boom is 
the "sound of freedom." The Air 
Force is careful to gather up its F- 
16s very soon after they crash. 
The military is so tidy they often 
send in troops to pick up 
unexploded bombs in the desert. 
Isn't that nice? 

I think even the Editor will 
forgive the bad pun in calling a 
cruise missile a Utter bomb... 

(Editor's note: No, we won't.) 

May the fleas of a thousand 
camels infest your trash masher. 
How dare you interrupt my col¬ 
umn. I'm the star here. What 
makes you think you can butt in 
whenever you want? What makes 
you think you have the pow 

— Media Manl 
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BOUMH1M Sl^iHST 

241 SOUTH 500 EAST • 359-5005 
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A PRIVATE CLUB FOR MEMBERS 
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I ALSO PLAYING LIVE 

SATURDAY, MARCH STH 
CINEMA BAR SKABS ON STRIKE 

45 W 300 S • 359-1200 • A PRIVATE CLUB FOR MEMBERS 

WEDNESDAY, MARCH STH 
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241 S 500 E • 389-5905 • A PRIVATE CLUB FOR MEMBERS 

SATURDAY, MARCH 19TH 
BAR ft QRILL WTH ONE EYE 

60 E 800 S • 533-0340 • A PRIVATE CLUB FOR MEMBERS 
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LOCAL RECORDS 



These days rockabilly is classified, 
just like any other form of popular 
music. There is neorockabilly, voodoo 
rockabilly/ thrash rockabilly, and true- 
to-the-roots rockabilly* Voodoo Swing 
demonstrates a coupleofthe classifica¬ 
tions on "We're Using Code Names." 

They open with "Better Be 
Changin' Yer Ways," a pure traditional 
rockabilly song. The band is at their 
best with the traditional style. "Low& 
Slow," "Made In The U.S.A.," and 
"GaUagator" are songs that, if released 
in 1955/ would have filled the dance 
floors at any sock hop or teenage hang¬ 
out 

Shorty, guitar and vocals, rips off 
everyone from Cliff Gallup (Gene 
Vincent) to Jimmy Ray Pauiman 
(Ronnie Hawkins) to Hank Garland 
(session guitarist on countless rocka¬ 
billy records) with his inspired guitar 
breaks. His work on the guitar shows 
just how talented the band is. He takes 
a short quote from an original solo, 
stamps the solo with his own impro¬ 
visations! work and ends up with a 
completely new song. Two of the best 
examples are; "Chasin'The Devil's Hot 
Rod," a song closely resembling 
Hawkins version of "Who Do You 
Love," and "Gallagator" with guitar 
and tempo derived from Vincent's 
"Cruisin'" 

The band's signature song, "Voo¬ 
doo Swingin'" references the Stray 
Cats' "Three Cool Cats," mutates into a 
swamp style derived from the Cramps 
voodoo rockabilly, becoming on the 
way a completely new and original 
song. Voodoo Swing enters the 
neorockabilly realm with their songs, 
"American White Trash," and "Shut 
Up," Fast and abrasive the songsmock 
an audience this album holds special 
appeal to; white trash rednecks with 
Hvis shrines in their trailers. The only 
non-original song on the album, 
"Buntin' Love," is guaranteed to of¬ 
fend Elvis fans even more. The spoken 
work outro ending the album, "Some¬ 
body get me a fried banana sandwich" 
ridicules the fat King. 

Shorty's guitar is the draw, his 
breaks make the album, but it wouldn't 
be rockabilly without Junior's slap bass 
and vocals or Leeroy's drums and vo- 
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simple, but ask a drummer or bassist if 
they've ever tried to keep the time in a 
rockabilly band. Anyone who has tried 
will admit that it isn't as easy as it 
sounds. Junior and Leeroy don't just 
try, they excel. 

The album was recorded in one 
day on the 16th Anniversary of Elvis' 
death. It captures perfectly the spirit 
and music of a young Elvis. Retro as 
hell, I believe it is one of thebest albums 
to ever come out of Salt Lake City. Buy 
it! 


by William Athey 



LUMBERJACK 
Bulldozer T* 

Salt Flat Records 


The now-defunct Lumberjack 
showcases their gritty style on this 
single released on the evolving Salt 
Flat record label, with the same fury as 
once witnessed in their past live per¬ 
formances. Side A's "Dream Purple" 
begins with distorted bass grooves, 
sporadic guitars, and Jeremy 
Chatelain's sometimes incomprehen¬ 
sible vocals, and carries the whole song 
in this manner, rarely stopping for air. 
This aggro-infestation melts into side 
B, with "Mei" (my personal favorite 
live song of theirs, way back when...). 
Anyway, "Mei" has a bit more melodic 
twist and cooler lyrics than the previ¬ 
ous, though the less-than-melodic 
sound production doesn't give you, 
the listener, the pleasure of experienc¬ 
ing it 

Though it has its shortcomings in 
sound and packaging, this record is 
still a worthy effort by some local guys 
who left their niche on the Salt Lake 
hardcore scene. 

—R Ashley Workman 

SUSPENSION OF 
DISBELIEF 

Self-Titled Tape 

Flatline Records 

This is a strong first effort from a 
powerful up-and-coming band full of 
talent and ingenuity. Nearly as intense 
as their shows, this tape captures how 
they should be heard, with every note, 
every sound, every passage, coming 
out dear as a bell, but yet corrupted 


enough to becdwrarnctive. 

My personal suggestion? Well, the 
tracks "Time Again," and "Sleep with 
Roses" have all one need 90 be happy 
with his/her frustrated life: heavy 
sounds, framed with Trent Falcone's 
words of a contemplative genre, jack¬ 
knifing from whispers to sheer inten¬ 
sity. Damn, th'boy kin sing, too! 

The quality of this tape 
(soundwise) does a great job foreshad¬ 
owing bigger things to come for these 
guys in the near future. Kudos to Brad 
and Flatline for helping to put this tape 
out, for the public to consume, indulge, 
hurt themselves with, get off on, etc., 
etc, etc,. 

—R Ashley Workman % 

ANGER OVERLOAD 
Ugly 

Dutch East Indies 

Well it is about time that bands 
from Salt Lake City are finally getting 
noticed. The newest is our very own 
Anger Overload. Their latest effort Ugly 
has been picked up by Dutch Eastlndies 
and will soon be available to the world. 

This ten song (pre-release demo) 
has been permenantiy placed in my 
tape deck and will only come out when 
I get a copy on CD. Anger Overload 
has deflnitiy outdone themselves with 
their unique blend of "Punkspertmetal" 
sound. 

The definite bonus track is a tasty 
little number which features guest 
vocalist Trent Falcone of Suspension of 
Disbelief called "Guts." The other nine 
songs will leave you on the edge of 
your seat like the first time you saw 
Alien , 

The sound is like a freight train 
coming down the line. I would imag¬ 
ine that the band will have a pile of red 
tape to go through before the CD will 
actuallybeavailable to the public Trust 
me, it is well worth the wait 

—Less Nessman 

BLUE DEVILS BLUES 

REVIEW 

Volume 1 

For those of you who haven't had 
an opportunity to visit Salt Lake's 
"Rodin' L'il Roadhouse," The Dead 
Goat Saloon, then tills CD may be just 
what thedoctorordered This CD might 
be the catalyst that finally gets you out 
of your chairs and head to the Dead 
Goat Saloon on aMonday night to hear 
some of the finest blues music featured 
in Salt Lake City. 

This compilation features some of 
the finest moments at the Dead Goat 
from some of the world's finest blues 
players. Some of my particular favor¬ 
ites indude Coco Montoya's rousing 
rendition of Coco Montoya, showcas¬ 
ing his brilliant blues guitar playing. 
Other fine moments indude Debbie 
Davis singing and playing "Step by 
Step" (Little by Little), and Rob Rio's 
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and artists featured are backed by Salt 
Lake's own Tempo Timers. 

For years now the Dead Goat has 
been providing Utahn's with the finest 
in international blues music, and this 
CD is an excellent showcase of the fine 
talent that the Dead Goat manag to 
bring in month after month. 

^PX 


THE SCOFFED 
Demo 

Cool Cat Productions 

This four song tape is a fine offer¬ 
ing from a band that has recently es¬ 
tablished itself as the best Psychobilly 
band in Utah. All four songs are filled 
with those toe tappin' rockabilly 
rhythms with just enough psycho to 
send a chill down your spine. 

Paul Butterfields incredible up¬ 
right bass playingproves that age most 
certainly is not the marometer for tal¬ 
ent, and Carl Harmon sings and plays 
his Gresch hollowbody like a man 
who's sold his soul to the devil and is 
woritin' like hell to get it bade After 
hearing this tape you'll be shocked to 
find out how young these cats are flet"s 
just say that unless they're playing, 
you won't likely see them at any Salt 
Lake Night spots.) 

Perhaps die most impressive as¬ 
pect of this tape is the fact that all four 
songs offered are original and abso¬ 
lutely rockin'! These boys may be a 
little young and raw, but they've got 
the energy and talent to more than 
make up for it. This is definitely one 

band to watch. _ 

—PX 


SORRY IF WE DIDN'T REVIEW 
YOUR LOCAL RELEASE...MAYBE 
WE DON'T HAVE IT! 

More Next Month!! 


COMING 

NEXT 

MONTH! 

Local Record Producers 
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If you’d like information about condoms, 

HIV, and HIV prevention, call 467-7339 
Salt Lake Chapter of the American Red Cross for HIV/AIDS 
presentation or to be a volunteer HIV instructor 
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JACK SPRAT'S 

MUSICAL COMMENTARY 

More Endless "Indie vs. Major" Prattle 
Salt Lake... The Next Seattle 
Focus On —What Else? The Local Scene 


If you haven't already heard, 
indie greats Shudder to Thinkhave 
recently signed to the major label 
Epic Records, home of Rage 
Against The Machine, and joining 
long-time touring mates Jawbox, 
who have recently released their 
major-label debut on Atlantic. The 
likes of this activity has punks and 
indie purists in a furor. Why spoil a 
good thing? 

Underground ferns who have 
long been accustomed to moshing 
in dimly lit, sub-terrain caverns, 
are suddenly finding larger-than- 
life record industry moguls turn¬ 
ing over rocks to find their next 
meal, rock that hopefully harbor 
juicy gold mines like the next Pearl 
Jam or another Smashing Pump¬ 
kins. Why can't they understand 
thatthisculture just wants tostay in 
the dark. 

I mean, it totally took all the fun 
out of your favorite flannel shirt 
when that grunge thing happened. 
Wearing Doc Martins used to be 
different and strange; nowthey sell 
them at Kinney's in five fashion¬ 
able colors. It seems like everyone, 
even the media, wants to be on the 
cuttingedge...by following you! Just 
piss off, fucking Time magazine! 
We don't want to be the subject of 


your next cover story! 

What we're facing here is like 
every culture that spawned a fash¬ 
ion trend, trying tobe different from 
the people whom they rejected, or 
rejected them. It's like the bell bot¬ 
toms and disco of the 70's, like the 
tom sweatshirts and heavy metal 
of the 80's. Every decade has a 
"rock" that the generation before it 
doesn't understand, music that 
starts as an underground move¬ 
ment and becomes a staple for the 
runways in Paris and New York. 
There will never beatimethatisnot 
influenced by the uprising of it's 
youth; there also will never be a 
mega-mogul who doesn't want to 
turn over that rock to expose the 
"next big thing." 

The saddest part about this 
whole vicious circle is that the art¬ 
ists involved seem to want to de¬ 
stroy theirculture—by giving in to 
society and going to the mainstream 
money whores to fund their devi¬ 
ous musical ways. Don't they know 
that putting food on the table won't 
preserve their artistic integrity? 

Some people say that with the 
growth of Salt Lake City's music 
scene, we could very likely become 
the "next Seattle." Who wants to be 
the "next Seattle?" Not me! It's true 


that the music here is better than 
ever, and it would be nice to have a 
little recognitk>n;but not too much, 
wedon'twantatrendgbingon.We 
don't want to be the next Seattle, we 
just want the world to say, "Hey, 
that Salt Lake City has a pretty cool 
musk scene going on there. Maybe 
I'll come check it out when they 
finally host the Winter Olympics." 

Now come to thinkabout it, we 
could be the next Seattle. I mean, 
we already have a transit problem, 
and a healthy debate about a light 
rail system. And we're starting a 
housing crunch like Seattle; rent 
here is getting as expensive as Se¬ 
attle; hell, we even have about as 
many coffee houses. It could hap¬ 
pen. And, if Shudder ToThink, and 
Rage AgainstTheMadiineever get 
together in LA., bring in their Salt 
Lake friends Icebum, and make a 
benefit album for Native Ameri¬ 
cans who are persecuted by the 
PMRC (to be released on Epic), the 
whole western seaboard of the U.S. 
could drop into the ocean from the 
heavinessofall three bands playing 
in the same place at the same time 
with their combined intensity. And 
you know where that would leave 
us? Yup, on the coast, just like Se¬ 
attle. Like I said, the probability is 
actually very high, but who needs 
it? 

So where does this leave you, 
the average indie rocker? Why, get¬ 
ting into the Local scene, of course. 
You definitely want to be the first 
person you know whoever listened 
to the new Mayberry "I mean, their 
first CD, the one they released BE¬ 
FORE they became Warner 
Brother's biggest-grossing artist of 
all time." This could apply to just 
about any one of the gajfilion local 
CD's that are being released right 
about now. (If you want to know 
which CD is right for you, please 
see the Album Review section of 
this magazine.) Of course, if you 
are still up in the air about whether 
or not you actually Ukg the Local 
scene, you could always pick up 
Salt Lake's one and only Local com¬ 
pilation CD (that matters) released 
by the up-and-coming indie giant 
Salt Flat Records, entitled Salt Flat 
Compilation * Although it's now a 
year old (and counting), it still has a 
good representation of the bands 
around town. 

Of course there are a few other 
personal favorites that I could rec¬ 
ommend to you that you should 
probably knowabout whenthetime 
comes tochoose your Local CD. All 


you faithful readers know by now 
that Rockabilly is the Next Big 
Thing, and that Salt Lake's Local 
scene will be known eventually for 
Rockabilly musk. So why fight it? 
Buy a copy of the Voodoo Swing 
debut. Another must have the sec¬ 
ond release (way to hang in there) 
released by the most depressed 
band I know. Commonplace. I en¬ 
joy their first CD immensely, Lara 
B. sounds quite a bit like Siouxsie 
Sioux at times. And Scabs On 
Strike; unique, irreverent and 
ranging from outright poppy to just 
plain loud, could be YOUR BIG 
STEREO HOG if you ever like(d) 
the Dead Milkmen, Shudder To 
Think, Mercury Rev or just about 
any other band that took it's main 
influence from Dr. Suess. 

If you haven't tried it, another 
good way to find out which Local 
band you like best is to spend alittle 
less money checking out the fun- 
filled night life of Salt Lake. Of 
course, there is that problem of be¬ 
ing under-age. NO PROBLEM! 
More and more bands in Salt Lake 
are finding ways around that tricky 
"no all-age venue" situation we've 
had lately by renting various dubs 
out on off nights, and taking over 
basements of others. There seems 
to be at least two of these a month as 
of late, the perfect amount of ex¬ 
cuses high school kids can usually 
get away with giving mom A dad 
for being out past ten on a school 
night. 

As for local bars, they seem to 
be great places for certain talent to 
develop, but choose your enter¬ 
tainment wisely. A few bars around 
town might happen to have a show 
or two that would Obviously be a 
bad choice. 

Of course, if you just want a 
break from the trying experience of 
being achOd of the 90's, this month 
you can gp to Provo, of all places, to 
boogie down with decades past and 
future. The one remaining original 
member of the Village People has 
assembled look-alike robots to 
simulate the experience you might 
have had at one of their concerts 
back in the 70's (I've heard they 
look quite real). Opening up the 
evening will be Salt Lake's own 
Local darlin's the Disco Drippers. 
Be there or be square. 

You can't go wrong in the mu¬ 
sical world if you follow the above 
guidelines, folks. Well, maybe you 
can, but just don't blame it on me. 

—Jack Sprat 
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GUITAR GALLERY** 

WOULD UKE TOTHANK THE FOLLOWING 


RIVERBED JED 

ONE EYE 

ATHELETES BUTT 

RED#5 

BIRDMAN 

ABSTRAK 

REVEREND 

WILLIE 

FENDER 

BENDER 

IDAHO 

SYNDROME 

WATERFRONT 

WICKED 

INNOCENCE 

MICHAEL 

MANRING 


INDIVISION 

AMPHOUSE 

MOTHER 

KILLER CLOWNS 

KAOnC 

CONTORTION 

NOVAGENUS 

NSC 

IT'S BEEN SAID 
BACKWASH 
MIND AT LARGE 
3 PIGS 
SURGE 

INGOLD ALLEN 
DISCO DRIPPERS 
RAGWEED 


BLISTERED TOAD 

VOODOO SWING 

BROKEN HEARTS 

TRAILOR PARK 

SKABS ON 
STRIKE 

PRODIGAL OF 
SMILES 

CANNIBAL FISH 
STONE PONY 
THE OBVIOUS 
BAY OF PIGS 
COMMONPLACE 
KID LOGIC 
FATAL CAUSE 
DEAD KATS 


GAMMA RAYS 

BUTT NUTTS 

DOGHOUSE 

HOUSE OF¥ 
CARDS 

DAUGHTERS OF 
THE NILE 

NARCOSIS 

THE CHANGE 

DOLLYMOPS 

ASA 

CRAZY 8'S 

LITTLE WOMEN 

MAIN SQUEEZE 

NORTON 

BUFFALO 


AND EVERYONE WHOHAS SHOPPED AT THE GUITAR GALLERY 

THANKS! 


GIANNI, RORY, JOHN, DAVID, AND JAIME 


II 


Guitar Galieiy "m- 


17th So. Main 
0800 
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1121 WILMINGTON AVE 
( 801 ] 484-3778 







